THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

He fetched them and went back to his quarters. At
first sight it was clear that they resembled neither
Alexander the master of Bucephalus nor Aristotle the
instructor of Alexander. They ineffectively assisted the
clearance of the stall, they watched me take off saddle
and bridle, they fetched some bedding, they stood
vacant while I found, up the yard, a bucket and a
pump and brought water down with slop-slop: and
when I asked them where I could buy corn they made
streetward motions with their thumbs. However, I got
the corn; dined; went for a walk through the dim-lit
streets and lanes; and got lost as had been forecast.

But this book is not about that journey. By short
stages I sauntered round the fringes of Bucks, Northants
and Oxfordshire. I sat, one lovely morning, on the
horse by the windmill at Brill, looking across the valley
to that great wall of the Chilterns, and east and west
into near infinity. Stopping for lunch in a Northampton-
shire hamlet I had this conversation with a lady:

"Can I have lunch?"

"Afraid I cannot manage it."

"Haven't you a^thing?"

"No; it's a pity you didn't come yesterday; we had a
chicken."

"But isn't there a village shop where they sell stamps
and tinned pressed beef?"

"I could get you some of that. But you'd have to wait
half an hour, as my husband's got to have his dinner
first"
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